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happy family party. They are hard workers at Elstree in the
British International Studios. When Hitchcock directs he
dominates the floor, not only by his immense size, but by his
personality which radiates energy, the mastery of an artist of
his craft, and not least effervescent good humour. No one visits
the Studio without meeting Joe Grossman, the Napoleon of the
Studio floor, and himself a merry, but sometimes unconscious,
wit. It is a prevailing fashion to decry British products and
institutions. At Elstrcc British filmcraft is iii safe hands.

There are few who realize how signal has been the achievement
of John Maxwell. The British film industry is not only great
in itself, but its influence, both as a sales force and propaganda
medium, as well as its close alliance with scientific endeavour,
is a supreme Empire interest, John Maxwell commenced in
Scotland, then took over Wardour Films, and from that enter-
prise Elstrcc. Since he started production, there has never been
a halt, only a brief pause when changing over from silent-film
production to all the intricacies of sound. British International
Pictures, of which he is the supreme chief, a really big figure with
no bluff, and one who commands confidence, is the only produc-
tion company which has been in continuous operation, with
over a hundred pictures to its credit, and in the year 1931 no
less than thirty productions. Certain critics have been so busy
decrying British films that I am glad, in acknowledging the many
courtesies which I have received at Elstree, to be able in some
measure to testify to the achievement of the biggest figure in
British filmcraft,

The W Plan talking film was produced at the Empire Theatre,
Leicester Square, chosen by the mighty Jury-Metro-Goldwyn
interests as the only British talking film ever selected for produc-
tion in American-owned theatres. It packed the Empire Theatre,
five houses daily, for a whole week, and drew bigger money than
had previously been taken by any other film in this theatre. On
the opening night, with Madeleine Carroll, that excellent actor,
Cockney comedian, Gordon Harker, and Gibb McLaughlin, most
amusing Scot, I appeared in front of the footlights, having been
well advertised in advance.

In thanking an acclaiming audience, I said, " One thing is
quite certain in all the mystery that has surrounded The WPl&n.
It is that, when during the War on leave I used to visit the
famous Promenade of the Old Empire Theatre, it can never have
occurred to me that after the War I would appear behind the